1 ^ Vwo/l lamentable TugtAk 

Tit* Kild her for w home my teares hauc mabc me dlind 
J am as wafull as i*s was, 

And haue a thoufand times more caufe th en he# 

To doe this outrage, and it is now done* 

King. What was fhe rauifht? tell who did the deede. 

Wilt plea fe you cat, wilt pleafe your highnesfeed? 
Tam, Why baft thou ilainc thine oncly daughter 
Thus* Not I, twas Chiron and 'Demetrius • 

They rauilnt her, and cutaway her tongue, 

And they, twas they, that did her all this wrong* 

Kwr, Goe fetch them htther to vsptefently 

Why therethey are both, baked in that’ pie, 
Whircor thtir mother dainnliehath fed, 

Eating the He/h that (he herfeJk hath bred. 

Xis true, tis true, witnes my kniues fliarpe point, 

Hsft*bsthe Emprtffe. 


Empe, Diefranticke wretch for this accurfed deede. 

Lhcihs. Canthefonnes eye behold his father bleeds 
T.iete smeede for ir.cede, death fora deadly deede. 

Moreau You fad fac’d men, people and fons ofRonv, 
By vproresfeuerd like a flight of fovvle, 

Scattred by wtndes and high tempefthus guffs. 

Oh let me teach you how to knit again e 
Thisfcattredcorneinto one tnutualllheaffe- 
fhefe brokenlimbs againeinto one body. 

Renan Laid. Let Rome herfelfe befaane vnto her fclfe. 
And Ihee whome m.ghtiekingdomes curlie too, 
Likeaforlorneand defperatecaflaway, 

Doc Hume fall execution on her fclfe. 
but if my froflie fignes and chaps of 

f^rauc witnellcs of true experience, ° 

Connor induce you to arten d my words, 

Sp^ke Romes deere friend^s erflour Anccftcr, 


When 


of Titus An dronicus. 

When with hisfolemne tongue he did difeourfe 
Toloue-ficke Didoes fad attending earc, 

The ftory ofthat balefull burning night, 

When fubtile Greckcs (urprizd King Priams Troy, 
Tell vs what Sinon hath bcwitcht our earcs, 

Or who hath brought the fatal! engine in 
That giues our Troy, our Romcthe ciuill wound* 

My hart is not compatt of flint nor flecle, 

Nor canlvtterall our bitter griefe, 

But floods of tearcs will drowne my Oratorie, 

And breakemy very vttrance eucn in the time 
When ir fliould mouc you to attend me raoft, 

Lending your kind commiferati on. 

Hcereisa Captaine let him tell the tale, 

Your harts will throb and weepe to heare him fpeake. 

Lucius. Then noble auditory be it knowne to you* 
That cur fed Chiron a nd Demetrius 
Were they that murdred our Em per ours brother, 

A nd they irwere that rauifhed our filler. 

For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded, 

Our Fathers teares dcfpifd and bafilv coufend, 
Ofthat true hand that fought Romes quarrell our. 
And fent her enemies vnto the graue. 

Laflfy my felfevnkindly banifhed, 

T he gate* fiiuton me and turnd weeping out, 

To beg reliefe among Romes enemies, 

Who drownd their enmity in my true teares. 

And opt their armes toimbraceme as a friend, 
and I am the turned forth be it knowne to you, 

That haue pteferud her welfare in my blood. 

And from her bofom-; tookethe enemies point. 
Sheathing the ftccle in my aduentrousboiy* 

Alas you know 1 am no vaunter I, 

My fears can wicnes^um b although they are* 


